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Because baby Dave and James male the cutest couple 3 


Dave frowned, his nose wrinkling. It didn't make any sense; he knew he wasn't gay. He loved tits and pussy, and 
he'd had a few real good ones at that. He'd had crushes here and there, it was nothing out of the ordinary. 
But this was different, he recognized the feel when his heart beat picked up its pace, and when his palms 
turned clammy every time his object of affection walked in the room. The sound of said object's voice, or the 
smell of the same person's scent, was enough to make the redhead break out into shudders and goosebumps. 
He couldn't remember having had it that bad for years, if ever. Now, problem was, his crush wasn't one of 


the lovely blonde women he usually took a liking to. His crush was James. 


Wringing his clasped hands back and forth, Dave sat with his legs spread wide on one of the old and worn 
kitchen chairs of his tiny apartment. He was leaning forward, eyes staring out into the air without any 
perceptible focus. Instead, he was internally attempting to deduce how and why this had happened. It had begun, 
maybe three or four months ago. At first, the guitarist had felt a strong pull to the blond lead singer and 
they'd soon become best friends. Like brothers. He'd enjoyed James’ presence, and his gruff but kind voice. He'd 


enjoyed the way James’ strong, masculine aura overwhelmed him whenever they played together on stage. He'd 
enjoyed the way they soon became touchy feely, so unusual for male best buds, but had they been girls no 
one would have batted an eye. There were hugs, shared both on and off stage. There were brief touches, pats 
on the backs and hair ruffling. Dave had even held James’ hand once when the blond boy was down the dumps 
and needed encouragement, and he had a vague drunk memory of James’ lips against his cheek for some 


reason. 


Running his long fingers through his ginger curls, Dave sighed heavily. He didn't want to feel this way, he 
wanted things back to normal. Why was he even reading into James' gestures? The younger boy was straight 
as an arrow, it was more than highly unlikely that his crush would ever be reciprocated. And even if it was, 
what then? Dave didn't like guys, he didn't want to get intimate with them. The mere thought of another man's 
hard dick anywhere near him made him want to gag. So, why had the sight of James’ with a proud morning 
wood tenting his boxers as Dave walked in on him brushing his teeth one morning, sent pleasurable tingles down 
his spine? Why did the image pop up in his head from time to time when he gave himself a quick handy, 


sending him over the edge? 


The worst part was that Dave didn't really have anyone to talk to about the matter. It was James whom he'd 
normally turn to, sharing his worries and concerns and insecurities. But this one was aimed directly towards 
the blonde himself. Moreso, the redhead knew the way James made fun of gays. He wasn't sure if it was for 
show since Lars seemed to look down on anyone and anything, and James might want to look cool in front of 
him, or whether it was the singer's personal opinion. With the anxiousness gnawing at the pit of his belly, Dave 
got up to go grab himself a beer and light up a cigarette, puffing out clouds of smoke through his nose as he 


eyed the wall clock. James would be here any minute, for their movie night. 


It had been quite some time since they last hung out, just the two of them. Dave had missed it, constantly 
feeling this longing to be with his best friend. His brother. Because that was all they were, Dave stubbornly 
told himself. That was all James was to him. Leaning against the kitchen counter, the guitarist held the smoke 
between his clamped lips, popping the can of Budweiser open. Letting the cig dangle from between his callused 
fingers, he took a few huge gulps and immediately felt less distraught. He felt impatient, his trainer clad foot 
constantly tapping against the floor boards. The seconds passed. They turned into a minute. Turned into five 
minutes. Ten. Butting the now finished cigarette out in the ashtray, Dave was beginning to wonder why James 
was taking so long. But the metallic sound of his broken door bell, companied by a familiar knock, soon startled 
the older boy nearly enough to drop his can. Setting it on the counter, he rushed to the door and unhinged the 
lock 


Dave couldn't help but feel flustered as he opened up, cheeks warm. There was James, with a sheepish and 
apologetic smile on his face. He'd always been a bit shy, secretly, and Dave wanted to hug him but he was 
hesitant, afraid that his friend might sense something off. The taller boy was clad in tight, light blue jeans, 
torn at the knee caps; white trainers and a black tank top to go with it. His tousled, sandy blonde mane of wild 
curls fell in neat waves down his shoulders; it was still visibly damp, as an evidence that the younger must 
have been taking a shower before he left his place. Dave could tell, because today had been a warm and sunny 
day, with blue skies and without the faintest sign of rain. Wearing his trademark sneer, as he seemed unable to 


produce a normal smile, Dave stepped aside to allow the singer entrance. 


‘Hey, Dave, I'm sorry for taking so long, | had to get some shit done. You know how it is, huh?" said James, his 


tone sincere. 


Dave nodded knowingly and took it for what it was, he knew what it was like to be tied up to certain obligations. 
The thought of that helped him ignore the blonde's piercing blue eyes for just a moment, but the scent of 
lavendar shampoo, (that Dave knew was for girls, and that James would deny until the day he died), and too 


much cologne soon brought him back to reality. 


‘Uh huh, but whatever. | got us some good beer in the kitchen, Heineken, and | even managed to scramble up 
enough money to rent a fully functional VCR and more than one half assed B movie, the older boy cockily 
stated, hiding his nervousness behind his usual facade of feigned self esteem. 


‘Sounds great, last time didn't go over too fuckin’ well’ chuckled James as a response. 


Dave nodded and flashed another sneer, meant to be a grin, before motioning for James to follow him into the 
kitchen where he grabbed a second can of beer from the fridge, handing it over to his friend. Fetching his own 


already opened one, he resumed gulping it down. 


‘Aww, you started without me? Asshole, the singer pouted as he cracked his beer with a loud pop, careful not 


to allow it to bubble over. 
Dave shrugged, ‘What can | say? Big boys like me can do whatever they wanna: 


The redhead commonly used his two year age advantage to poke mild fun at his companion, enjoying the way it 
made the younger boy cringe and roll his eyes. While Dave had already turned 20, and got everything he 
needed through contacts, James was still only I8 years old. Barely legal. The older boy's eyes went widem and 


he shook his head at that thought. Where the hell did that come from? Clearing his throat, he looked up at 
the taller boy again 


‘Wanna go settle down? | think it's dark enough to start watchin’, don't you think?! he suggested. 


The sun was setting by now, an orange hue tinting the sky as the few clouds that had appeared later in the 
afternoon were painted pink, making them resemble cotton candy. The warm rays of the sinking sun poured in 
from between the parted blinds, and Dave felt relief wash over him as James agreed to his suggestion with a 
nod and a wide dorky beam. He sure had one of the prettiest smiles Dave had ever seen, and this time he 
didn't even bother to correct that thought. Was he ever going to get rid of these insights - or whatever they 


were - anyway? 


They padded across the cramped living room - which also happened to be the bedroom as the apartment was 
a shitty, low class two roomer the redhead had gotten relatively cheap somehow managed to keep despite late 
rent payments - thanks to the charm he would occasionally put on. James slumped down on the creaky old 


iron framed spring bed, which also functioned as a couch, while Dave kneeled in front of the tiny TV-set to pop 


one of the rented VHS tapes into the VCR. He knew he'd have to be careful, he couldn't afford paying for the 
damage if anything got fucked up. Pleased with his handiwork, the redhead trodded over to the bed and sat 
down beside James, although keeping a safe distance. It was unlike him to not be as near the blonde as possible, 
but he didn't want him to notice anything strange. Crossing his legs, Dave kept his eyes on the TV screen as 
the movie began, trying with great effort to ignore the way he could seamlessly eye James’ intrigued 


expression through the reflection 
‘Hey, Dave?” James suddenly interrupted. 


The guitarists head snapped up, terrified that he might have been caught staring. His hands were nearly 
shaking, and he strangled a puff of relief as James put his empty can on the night stand, gesturing towards it. 


‘Can | go grab another one before the movie is really on? 
‘Sure, whatever you wanna,’ Dave simply said, hoping his voice didn't tremble as much as he imagined. 


The bed gave a loud creak as the blonde got up, and Dave couldn't help but allow his eyes to trail up the long 
lean legs to take a peek at James’ firm, round ass. It wasn't as juicy as a female behind, but it wasn't flat 
either. Most boys would have a flat ass, but James' was perky and noticable, sticking out. The redhead had to 
resist the urge that told him he ought to get up, and go cop a feel. When James returned, he was carrying 
two bottles, along with Dave's cigarette packet and lighter. When James handed one bottle over to Dave with a 
soft smile and a small wink, the older boy wanted to melt through the ceiling. The flutter of butterflies welling 
up in his belly was nearly too much to handle. When did it get this bad? 


Peeking at the singer out of the corner of his eye, he watched full lips sip beer like it was holy water from 
the can until it was nearly empty. The younger boy's adams apple bobbed with each swallow, and it fascinated 
the redhead. He found he wanted to kiss it, just to know how it would feel against his own lips. So he could find 


out whether James would enjoy it. 


Dave didn't enjoy the silence, he wasn't used to them being this quiet with one another. If they ever were - 
which didn't happen often as they would usually chat about everything and nothing for hours upon end - it 
was always a comfortable and peaceful silence. A mutual sort of understanding. Today, the smaller man didn't 
get that vibe and it bothered him. Worried him, even. He couldn't focus on the movie at all, didn't even notice 
what it was about in the first place. He felt fidgety and kept shifting positions every five minutes. In the end, 


James seemed to have enough. 


‘What's up with you today? he asked seriously, but when Dave dared sneak a glance at blue eyes, they were 
full of concern 


‘Uh, | dunno. | feel all jumpy,’ the redhead lied, although the look he got told him he wasn't convincing anyone. 


‘Yeah, sure. | know you, Dave. Whats really going on? You know you can talk to me,' James softly said, placing a 
gentle hand on Dave's fore arm. 


The redhead sighed softly, his frame slumping forwards just a bit, with his head hung low. He might as well be 
honest, he wouldn't be able to hide his crush for James much longer anyway. The singer knew him too well. 
Swallowing hard and taking a deep breath to steady his racing heart, he shut his eyes. He didn't want to see 
the blonde's reaction. He didn't want to see the disgusted expression on his best friend's face, once he learnt 


the truth. But, as the guitarist had always been more thoughtful than given credit for, he decided he'd start 


out slow. 


‘Well, let's put it like this.. you ever wanted someone, but you knew you shouldn't? Like, it goes against your 
nature? he murmured in a small voice, giving another tiny shrug. 


He still wasn't looking at James so he didn't know what the other boy's reaction was to that question. However, 
the gentle hand on his arm had begun to rub in slow, soothing motions so the older assumed it wasn't all bad. 


‘What's that s'posed to mean? You got the hots for somebody's wife or something? James attempted to joke, 
in his ever blunt and unthoughtful manner, which Dave had learnt by now not to take to heart: 


Dave couldn't help but feel another sneer tug at the corners of his lips, but he shook his head, ‘Not really, no: 
‘What's up then? 

‘| just.. | always liked girls, right? | like how they feel, and how they sound, and how they look. Yeah? But it's 
like, lately, it doesn't fucking matter, ‘cause | just.. | mean, | don't even like guys like that. | think dicks are 
gross, and chest hair is icky, but.. but there's this one guy, and | can't fucking get away from it. 

Finally, the guitarist dared to open his eyes, wavering gaze slowly drifting up to meet James’ eyes. He felt so 
guilty, expecting to find James repulsed. But instead, all he could see were wide, shocked blue orbs staring back 
at him. The blonde's mouth was hanging slighty open, though hardly on purpose, but his hand hadn't left Dave's 
arm. If anything, the grip was tighter now. The redhead did his best to hide his face behind his veil of 


strawberry blonde curls, while his friend raked his free hand through his own mop of dark blonde ones. 


‘Uh, so you're saying you're into some other guy?” James finally asked, after a moment of the most awkward 


silence Dave had ever experienced. 

‘Yeah, nodded the older boy. 

‘Do, uh, do | know him?! the blonde pressed on. 
‘Yeah, Dave confirmed his guess. 


‘Is it Lars? | mean, he kinda looks like a girl, all eyes and lips and he's tiny, but still." James pointed out, and for 


some reason he sounded almost disappointed. 


Dave's head snapped up and he couldn't help but give the singer the most indignant expression, face flaming 
crimson, ‘Are you fuckin crazy?! Man, Lars is a fuckin’ Danish troll! 


The two boys blinked and stared at each other for a couple of seconds, before they both cracked up. They 
couldn't help it, bursting out laughing hard enough to make their bellies ache. And suddenly, the redhead felt a 
lot better about the situation, a lot more secure. He realized James wasn't going to judge him, and hopefully he 
wouldn't look down on him, even if he knew the full truth. It took them a while to calm down, both red on the 
face and wiping the residual wetness from the corners of their eyes. By now they were half lying on the bed, 
panting and their chests heaving. 


‘James..? | like you, the older boy suddenly said, daring to look straight at the younger and hold his gaze. 


‘Me? the blonde breathed, raising his eyebrows and his eyes going wide as saucers, nearly bugging out of his 


skull. 


Slowly, Dave watched the singer's tan cheeks take on a deep shade of pink, the flush going all the way down to 
the neck line of his black top, disappearing beneath the cotton collar. The blonde ran both hands through his 
hair this time, shifting on the bed so he was facing Dave more directly with his whole body turned towards 
the other boy. 


‘Yeah: 


Another moment of silence passed, the only sound that of the VCR still rolling and the mumbling voices from 
the TV speakers. The tension hung heavily in the air, making it feel almost electrically charged. 


‘Is it ‘cause l'm girly, or anything? asked the blonde shyly, looking a tad embarrassed. 


‘No, you're not girly at alll . That's why its so weird, Dave was quick to point out, his hand coming up before 
his mind had the chance to process the action, cupping one of James’ cheeks in his palm. 


It was too late to take the action back, when Dave realized what he was doing. The skin felt soft and tender 
against his rough hand, with the tiny exception of beginning stubble here and there as well as a few, uneven 
scars of acne. The redhead's breath caught in his throat, mouth hanging open as James’ hand travelled from 
his lower arm, along the length of his pale, thin upper arm to his shoulder. It lingered there for a short 
moment, before continuing its journey to encompass the back of the guitarist's neck, fingers tangling through 
strawberry blonde locks. They stared at each other, gazes wavering as they took in the vision of one another. 
Dave felt like he wasn't good looking enough to be compared to James, to even dare hoping there was a small 
chance for him. The tan complex, along with the sandy blonde curls and round blue eyes. The cute button nose. 
The inviting lips. The lean legs, nice ass, tall frame. Finally, the older boy dared to scoot only a little closer. 
When his friend didn't waver or pull back, he did it again until they sat face to face. Both where slightly 


hunched forward, faces mere inches apart and their knees brushing. 


Dave felt wisps of James' heavy breathing ghost across his lips, and the goose pimples broke out all over his 


body as a warmth settled in his mid section. He was so full of anticipation, he nearly trembled. He was sure 
he'd never felt this way before, and it was both terrifying and exhilarating. His free hand came to rest on 
James’ thigh, making the younger boy flinch just a bit but then he didn't seem to mind the intimate touch. 


James became bolder as well, his unoccupied hand moving to the older boy's waist. 
‘Dave..?' James suddenly whispered, causing Dave to pause. 


‘Yeah..2" he murmured softly, watching as blue dazed orbs were sliding half way shut, heavy lidded and hooded 
as that flush intensified. 


‘|. he trailed off, a bashful expression on his face. 
‘Can l.. Dave simply asked, his voice barely above a whisper. 
‘Yeah: 


With his heart leaping for joy, Dave couldn't help himself. Instead, he closed the small distance slowly and 
allowed his lips to meet James’. He let out a soft sigh of contentment through his nose, as his own hazel orbs 
fell shut. It felt as if their lips had been custom made for each other, pressing together seamlessly when they 
locked. The blonde's lips felt full and soft, as they moved against the redhead's while the kiss remained chaste 
and tender. It was merely a try, the two of them experimenting and attempting to figure themselves out. 
Testing the waters. 


When Dave broke the kiss to catch his breath, he opened his eyes only briefly. The sight of James with his 
eyes still closed, his rosy lips only slightly parted, was so deliciously inviting he couldn't withstand the 
temptation. As their lips met for the second time, the redhead allowed his tongue to travel along the seam of 
James' lips, and he was allowed access and entrance to taste the younger boy. It sent shivers of excitement 
down his spine when their tongues pushed against each other, both of them engaging in a slow dance. And 
suddenly, Dave found that James was the one taking the lead and controlling the kiss, and he let it happen. He 
let the blonde slip his hand into his hair to cup the back of his head. He let the younger boy drop his free 
hand to his ass, squeezing one of the cheeks boldly. Because, damn, it felt too good. 


Soon Dave's own hands had found their courage into exploring more of his friend's body, one hand allowing his 
fingers to comb through blonde curls, gently tugging and toying with them. The other was busy going up the 
back of the taller boy's tank top, feeling warm skin and the protruding vertebraes of the spine against his 
fingertips. The younger boy let out a soft moan, and Dave was pleased realizing he could make the other ellicit 


such noises. 


The bed creaked as they shifted, and suddenly Dave found himself on his back. Trapped between the worn 
mattress beneath him, and James' intoxicating body above him. The blond boy's wild mane came down like a 
curtain, concealing their faces. Not that either of them would want to take it much further than this, it was 
too new, but it simply felt nicer and more intimate to be lying down as they made out. The redhead made sure 


to memorize every crevice of that warm, wet mouth. He also learnt that the blonde boy seemed to have a 


thing for having his ass and the back of his thighs rubbed and kneaded, as it made him grunt and groan. When 
Dave slipped his fingers between James’ legs from behind, applying only faint pressure, the singer shuddered 
and gasped. 


In turn, Dave took notice of how James collected that the guitarist enjoyed having his hair played with and his 
scalp tickled, which made him growl and purr like a feline. Their bodies were lined up, their legs tangled as one 
mass. Dave's limbs went between James’, and one of James’ went between Dave's. They didn’t mind it, it just 


felt comfortable. And it felt right. 


When they finally pulled apart, eyes glazed and bodies hot, the movie was long since over and an empty black 
TV-screen stared back at them. The VCR was blinking a luminous green, but it too had gone silent. Pressing one 
last kiss to Dave's lips, James shifted so he could nuzzle his face against the side of the redhead's neck, nose 
buried in those ginger curls. The older boy could hear him inhale deeply, and then exhale. It made him feel had 
to know that James enjoyed his scent. 


‘You smell like corn chips, did you know that? came a gruff half murmur, half chuckle. 
Dave giggle snorted, raising an eyebrow, ‘Really? 


‘Yeah, but | like it; the same voice simply stated, laced with affection as it spilled tender pecks across the 


exposed column of Dave's milky pale throat, ‘it suits you! 


They stayed that way for the mere part of the night, lost in each other as they alternated between fierce 
makeout sessions and sweet cuddling. Neither brought up the question, the one they should have dealed with 


before they even crossed the line - what now? 


